February the twelfth, twenty [i]exty[/i] seven.



Hey there!

Boy, Ave, you got to stop being so explicit like that.  Reading your letter made me spill myself without even being aware of it - and next thing I knew, I was getting complaints from my bunk mate.

I have to say that things have gone surprisingly well since Christmas.  I managed to wear my evening dress without breaking it apart.  In fact, most of the students had worn something conservative in an effort to be able to enjoy the gathering without any incident.  It was almost supernatural, how obviously and amazingly endowed students managed to keep their cool for the entire evening.  The dinner, the dance, the exchange of gifts, everything had gone without so much as a drop on the bell covering the Christmas tree.

Afterwards, however, things had taken a sharp turn for the sexy.  Deprived of pleasure for so long, everyone had run back to the dorms and locked the doors.  After the exchange of fun and harmless gifts between some of the more senior students as some form of ceremony, we proceeded to an exchange between the four of us in our room.

So, this means myself, Lavenna, Lorraine and Sophie.  We gave to each other in this order, so I'd be receiving from Sophie and I'd be giving to Lavenna.

Sophie got a magnificent set of lingerie especially made for hir hextaur body.

Lorraine received a full-body net of sorts, obviously custom-made to accept hir enormous twin sacs of testicles and emphasize all the right contours.  Obviously a nod from Lavenna's own big-balls situation.

I gave Lavenna a playful array of corsets: one for the waist, one to place around hir sheath, two really tiny ones for hir nipples, and a minuscule one for hir clit, which I know is large enough to allow hir to place something around it easily enough.

And myself, I received a downright inadequate set of lace panties coupled with bra cups and a metal ring.  Obviously a poke at the size and number of my endowments, especially after I realized the garments were all made from the same stretchy material as my gym outfit!

I slipped the panties on.  The fabric completely disappeared between my two innermost sheathes and the cheeks of my rear.  It could not even hope to cover the swollen lips of my sex.  Its cover was symbolic at best.

The cups, I found out there were more than forty of them, all individual, each with a triangular shape, eight strings - two at each point and at the bottom - and eight silver rings.  Using these, I could cover myself up no matter the size or number of my breasts, and tie everything together to the larger ring I would place on my back.  It would've worked perfectly had it not been for the fact that my trio of nipples completely destroyed the purpose of the cups, as they ended up covering nothing at all.  The strings, however, rubbing on each side of each nub, that was another story altogether...

This is how we had ended the Christmas evening between us all, dressed in all new sexy clothing for each other's pleasure.

On another note, I've been cultivating this taste in surprise for quite a while.  The expression on the face of someone as I pull off something they didn't expect is priceless.  It may be my hormones speaking, but I'm really getting into the romantic act, to the point where I've caught myself showing off even though there is no one in the immediate area.  I think I'm unconsciously practicing.  I go to bed imagining ways I could surprise someone in the middle of sex, trying to come up with a new move, jotting down mental notes and doing my best to remember to test them next time I find myself a quiet moment.  It may be the fact that I'm surrounded by sexualized creatures at their full potential...  A family of lust dragons is fun, but a campus filled to the brim with different students is a veritable playground.

After getting Ame's letter back, I decided to pursue my research a little further.

I showed up at a biology class at my request.  I figured that learning about my abilities began with learning about the body in general.

I think you see me coming here: bad idea.

For starters, by the time I got to attend the class, I had grown the third of my breasts on each row and was filling out my shirt to a dangerous extent.  The students, almost none of which I knew, got to look at a fifteen-breasted dragoness with a stretched shirt and a skirt that couldn't possibly hope to hide everything.  Not only that, but it seemed that the science program was comprised of mostly lesser endowed students, which did not help my situation at all.  It was rather crazy.  For once, I wanted to focus on something and learn, and it had to be on the day everyone in the class would be giving me open stares.

The science students were at least bold.  More than once did I feel a hand against my thigh, and I was certain I had sensed a tail or two actually poking my sacs to see if they were real.

As far as the class went, the only thing I managed to learn from biology was that I did not correspond to biology.

The class was all about sex.  The production of testicles and ovaries, along with mathematical equations governing the end number and potency of each sperm cell for a given species.  Master coefficients varied from one to another, normal dragons coming into the middle to higher tier - but of lust dragons, as expected, nothing.  So I made up a number, by picking up the highest coefficient among the animal kingdom and using it as a baseline.

The numbers didn't add up.

I tried again with double, and then triple the coefficient.

Considering thirty-six balls two feet in diameter, with triple the highest coefficient and assuming the maximum capacity, to a point where each teste is assumed to be completely hollow...

Even with that, the most I would theoretically be able to do was to partly fill a child's pool with a recovery time of fifteen minutes.

That wasn't right!

I knew for a fact that a single orgasm, if I milked it properly, could well overflow a jacuzzi, far more than what my balls ought to have contained.  Not only that, but my recovery time was measured in seconds.  As soon as I was done giving, I was ready to give again, and as much as before.  This implied that my testicles would fill back up at an impossible rate, and somehow contain their seed under enough pressure to make the equivalent of twice my balls fit into what I've got now.  Where did all this come from?

This day, I wandered to the pool again with a mission in my head.  My intention was to use the empty pool as my measure to how much I could put out before I'd run dry.  Knowing the system could handle such a load, at least given a few hours, all I'd have to do would be to masturbate there with a furious abandon after dinner, knowing the pool area wouldn't be used until tomorrow.  This would leave me with plenty of time to test myself.

I didn't speak of this to any of my friends, since I'd be doing something far more scientific than just pleasure.  I didn't want anyone disturbing me, especially when time was of the essence all the way to the nearest second.

Stopwatch in hand, I sat on the side of the empty pool and summoned the best of my abilities.

Quickly, my eight shafts rose to the occasion.  Jamming two between each of my cleavages, I worked the other four in my hands, quickly switching from one to another.  My tailcocks, I licked at them for lack of any other thing to offer.  Already, I was leaking my milk at an alarming rate.

It was a clumsy experience unlike my usual self...  But in time, I grew to put more passion into my movements.  I was convinced that I was lovely, sexy, everything a man and a woman wanted to be and to see in a lover.  The more I thought about it, the hornier I grew.

I had picked up my usual pace.  My tailcocks, in their tentacular flexibility, had spiraled around the others and begun to pump them, helping my hands.  My breasts, they began to move on their own - another trick I had mastered, perfect to pleasure myself with my own chests.  Before long, I was lost in the ecstasy of my multiplied sexuality.

When I hit the orgasm, I did everything I could to keep going at it, to continue masturbating normally, without falling into the frenzy of the climax...  But the more I went, the more difficult it got.  I pumped a steady steam from all my sexes.  I leaked milk like a river.  Gradually, I filled the pool, minutes stretching on as I desperately sought an end to the flow... but it didn't.

I grew more furious.  I jerked myself faster, trying to increase the flow and empty myself once and for all.  My cum made great arcs in the air before falling into the pool.  For a moment, I was life-threateningly powerful, able to shoot my seed with enough amount and force to harm whoever wasn't prepared for the incoming surprise.

I felt a warmth at my feet.  The feeling crept up, quickly, until I realized I was sitting in a puddle of my own cum.

Out of shock, I froze in place.

I had filled an Olympic pool with twenty minutes of nonstop orgasm.  Milk, juice and cum in prodigious amounts, soon gurgling as the leftover splurts still in me launched into the pool, as it overflew into the spillways around it, creeping ahead as even these drains had a hard time keeping up with the thick mess.

Only when I stopped teasing myself, that my flow decided to reach a halt.  But I could feel it inside of me.  Nothing had been accomplished.  I was as full as before.  My balls had more supply than I could ever demand.

In retrospect, I can rejoice at my stamina being so off the chart, but back then, I was disappointed.  I had been unable to find my own limits, and I had failed in getting an explanation to how I did my things.  As far as I was concerned, I was surreal, indescribable by even modern science.  I openly defied the common theorems.  I was in possession of a body even I did not know much about.

At that point, I simply rinsed off in the shower and went to bed.

The funny part is that I had my usual wet dreams, like nothing had ever happened, and had woken up the next morning with the usual ropes of my seed hanging from my bunk.  It's then that I had realized that the jerkoff before bed had no effect on me.  No matter what I'd do, I'd still wake up in a mess.  And here I used to think that it had been a good idea to empty myself that way lest I do a [i]real[/i] mess.

Imagine if I ever get a really, really good dream.  I might just ejaculate all night and only know about it after what...  seven or eight hours of sleep?

Considering the fact that Ame can almost demolish a building with a single sheath, I assume this is entirely possible in my case.  Here, I'm dealing with a dorm room.  We have drains, sure, but they can keep up with a [i]hyperfur[/i].  I'm not sure they'll keep up with [i]me[/i].

But I have this crazy thought in my head.  I almost wish I could do an ounce of structural damage to the place.  It would prove that I am really a force to be reckoned with.  Having older sisters really fuels the fire of competition.

I realize I've been rambling a lot.  As I read my diary entries over again, I find myself more conflicted than I thought.  On one hand, I unconsciously attempt to seduce anything that moves and I'm proud of my assets.  On the other hand, I'm worried about my lack of understanding of my own self.  I wonder what will happen if - or rather when - I unleash my full potential.  A wrong move in the wrong place, and I suppose I'll be getting my first lawsuits.

It's a little as if each growth I would experience would bring me closer to a state both extraordinary and dangerous.

Perhaps it's a little too much for what my young and feeble mind can handle.

But still, I want to press on.  I want to have four legs and become a taur as well.  I want to have more of everything.  I'm driven by a desire of which I can't really see the end.  I guess this is what makes me somewhat nervous.  Unlike at home, real life has real consequences.

Because biology class had been on a Friday, this left me with the whole weekend to think about it.  I walked around without much of an aim, staring outside the window while touching myself with an idle hand, dripping and dribbling a small but steady flow.  The constant feeling of - how would I call it - semi-bliss was comforting.  With no class, we were free to do whatever.  I spent it thinking and feeling.

The others must've thought I was going crazy.  My dorm mates knew better, but those who didn't know me as well gave me the odd look now and then.  Normally, I would've been approached and coaxed into something naughty, but the message I was giving out was that I was requesting a quiet moment with myself.

I think I'll summarize my problems in point form to make things easier:

Number one: find out how to de-multiply and compact myself into a more manageable form for easier day to day life.

Number two: find out just how my sexes manage to never run empty.

Number three: have a plan for when I get a real growth spurt and all hell breaks loose.

Number four: [i]stop reading H.P. Lovecraft[/i].

For the first, I don't think I can do anything until Ame replies.  Saph, any ideas on your end?  Every little bit helps.

For the second, I think I'll test again after taking care of this mass transfer problem.

For the third, I think I can just do like a zombie plan except it's adapted to a sexual sauce.  Replace the zombies running after me by a whole lot of students and I am running after [i]them[/i].

For the fourth... maybe after I finish [I]The Case of Charles Dexter Ward[/i].

Yes, reading those short stories has scared me a little bit.  Hopefully I'll get over it.  I could use some erotica for a change but the library is all out and Harlequin does not hold my interest.

If it can ease your thoughts, I managed to get back to class on Monday looking as fresh on the surface as ever, and with a little flirting, I had pretty much forgotten about my worries, and just thought of who I should tease next.  To be honest, I haven't given the matter much thought since then.  I would have cast the issue of mass transfer away had I not written this letter.

You know what?  Thinking about it again makes me want to solve the mystery again!

I'll have to keep thinking about it.

I'll give you an update if I find anything!



~~Avie